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PREFACE, 

THE following iittle Poems were «etJ«r 
intended for pvilic investigation. They are 
the simple effusions qf the heart, and were 
mostly written from the impulse of the 
momentf when sympathy was strongly excit^ 
edy or the heart softened by affliction. It 
jwas not the vain desire of appearing as an 
Authoress, which induced the writer to pub^ 
lish them— far the reverse ; fof she shrinks 
with timidity from the attempt. Neither 
can she plead the common excuse^ imjfortu* 
nity of friends: — hut motives far more pres-^ 
sing have influenced her, which, she trustSp 
when known, will be an apology for hf^t 
fresumpti^^ Should, fheyjielp to pasfi auajy 
a leisure hour, which might be . worse em* 
' ployed than in perusimg Ijuem; or if haply 
they should for a m&ment chase sorrow from 
the heart of the evicted, they will not be 
wholly read in vain. With much diffidence 
she offers them to a candid puMidj and hopes 
charity will cait a veil over ikeir numerotMf 
imperfection^ Jf^l\ 



POEMS 

051 DIFFlBllENT StrSJECTS. 

SABBATH. 



jIIail^ jsacred day of rest, 
Oh" which the Lord arose^ 
Tiirice welcome to my hear^ 
A balm for all my woes. 



The busy wcet has fled^ 
And labour sinks to rest^ 
My wiB«ty head recKneff 
On my Kedeem«r's breasti 



Hash ev'ry rader noise^ 
While Jesus stoops so low^ 
To visit mortal worms^ 
Aod grace and mercy show. 



4 



The day be all thy ow% 
And hallow'd may U bi^ 
While SainU together ait^ 
in aweetest hMrmoiiy. 



May wmM hear tty wqio^ 
And come without delay ; 
Fprsake their aina and li^^ 
On this most holy day. 



Oh! may this be fo «• 
A real antepast^ 
If we are Saints indeed^ 
We ahall be blwt at kst^ 



With an eternal rest, 
A fiabhalh wiftoHt end^ 
And with th' blessed «F£SOs, 
Tiie happy day weUl sp aaifl. 



t 

1 J 

TO A LADY^ 

mi TBB BBATB Ol^ HBR BUSBA^. 



Could friendship^ love^ or syaqpathy in^arl 
One ray of comfort to thy widowed heart, 
Bow wonld I pray^ how fMi my tears should 

flow, 
Bow blessM shoold Maiy be^ and free from 

woet 



And blessed yoa isay be : why sbonid wa 

repitie? 
Is not the great Bereaver still divine ? 
ITes : Gh>D is just, and all his ways are lore^ 
You'll meet your Henry in the realms above* 



Beligion seelt, dear Maf^, ibr your aid, 
And Prudence, too, for she^s a heav'nly maid j 
Seek Reason, also, for she's grave and sage^ 
And lenient time will soon your grief assnagfu 

w3 



THE OEATH OT Mldt HAtKIET HILL9> 
OF B08T0K* 

JUMresaedto her Mother. 



As ^t a Imiely h^afth a fbi4af past^ 
!tast beat the (stomi^ aud cfeillltig was the blastf 
Tet oft Ib6 Stilar beam prc^tlmid sfkone^ 
And flowers were rearM by aatare'shand 

alone. 
One beauteous rose, much fairer tban (he rest. 
He espied^ mnch admtrM, and thus address'd : 
" Sweet queen of flowers,^^ said he, ^^ thy 

. fragrance rare . • . 

<* Must not be lost on this wild desert air j 
*^ Thy tender fr^le form can ill sustain 
^^ Those piercing winds and pelting showeii 

ofraiti; 
^< Let me transplant you to my green*house, 

where 
^^My hand shall nurse y(m with a lather^s 

*wre,'^, , 
Thus spake the florist ^ and the root remov'd^ 
And hdm^e convey 'd th^ flower so muiph b0- 

lov^d. 
PlacM in a garden scented with perfume/ 
Behold this rose in native, beauty bloom ; 
Arranged oia ev^ry side with nicest care. 
Stand myrtles, daisies and geraniums fair : 
How changed the scene I by zephyrs mildly 

fann'd, 
And mom and evening comes the fost'ring 

hand 



£xclaims, ^^ my sweetest rose, we ne^er will 

» 

Accept tlie simile, clear Madattt, iho' 

^xnk heatt is wrrnig With recent pange of Wc^. 

You've lost a daughter, whoiii you dearbr 

lov^dV 
But he who made hti has yot* cfiiW refitfdV^t 
To that blest worM, where Al h love iiiiA 

peace. 
And blissful joys kfitatctftal lietto C«ahft. 
Uer lovcfr mourns heside hfer diletit tbiiib, 
The l)ridai hed tjxchang'd tor ftin*rai glool^. 
<* Th(& lovely Harriet is gone f ^ he cries, 
^^ Joy of ffiy htatt, and pleasure of ihy eyes I 
"The heavenly Iftdhl I fondly thought iny 
^ own^ 

^< How creat my loss, forever shhll f moan.'^ 
But she^i not lost, dife's oAly golie before; 
They soon will ttBfel upon the feeavenly shore. 
The ways of H^tefi tnysterfbtais seem to ma% 
And Deity weak mortals cannot scan : 
But this we know f He's ever good and lust; 
<l'hen bcrW snbmisi^ve, aUd His mercy truig^ 
And cease to murmur, silence ev'ry sigh, 
She's now an angel with her Go» on high. 



t 

«N LEATINC; mt NATIVE PLACER 



Ah! mast I leave the shady groves, aad^ 

* hormnf 
HThere I was .bom and passM my tiappiest 

l^oursfj 
And must I leave thenr wiith severest pain^ 
And see a stranger own this lovM domain ? 
Hy more than nither^ must I leave thee, too^ 
And thro' the world a helpless pilgrim go? 
In ev'ry breeze I seem thy voice to hear^ 
And never shall forget the parting, tear. 
Adieu, adieu, my heart within me dies. 
And now I see^ a passage to the skiei^*. 
I've seen the frailty of all things below^ 
This transitory world is but a show ; 
Where hope deceives and pleasure cheats occr 

eyes. 
And as we follow, still the phantom flies : 
Where often winds disturb the peaceful lakc> 
And sifakes lie hid beneath*the flow'ry brake^ 
One thing alone can fill the craving mind,^ 
With joy substantial, holy and refin'd. ^ 
^19 pure religion, handmaid from on high, 
Can bless us here, and raise us to the sky. 
Oh! grant me that, kind Heaven, for wfaiclk 

I pine. 
And then tiie world eoatented WL WBiffu 



-^ 



p^ 



A SLiEEMB^ INFANT. 



]3leep f^y dett babe^ mid iake tiqr tres^ 
Enjgy tiiy sWMt «id teft Mpttee^ 
May ai^b galord t^ dtowsy tiest^ 
And wateh tkee wkile thy eyelids close# 

Sweet is thy sleep, thy risioiis bright. 
And when at morn thine eyes unclose^ 
Thy mothei^s face affords delight. 
And nurture from her bosom flows* 

Much do I wish Hwere thine to knolft 
Thro' Iffe such innocent delights, 
Fair Aiys of pleasure, free from wpe^ 
And forever tranquil nights* 

But ah ! Tknow it cannot be, 
I must, alas, the troth disclose ; ; 
From sorrow you'll not long be it^ify 
You'll And a thorn to ev'ry rose* 

TUs life is an uneveh i»oiid, 
Alas ! sweet bube, Fve found it so,. 
While fixM on earth is your abbde. 
You'll often toelte tile dip^f Woe» ' 

The storms of life trill sfbdn tirise; 
But soon, indeed, they will be o'el*, 
May virlte raise thee to the skies. 
Then sorro^rs th^u shalt kavw on more^ 



to 

Aatbrsitt with stately steii^ 
Game stalluiig o'er &e plain^ 

I saw the maid approaching fiusV 
And vbw^d her with diadaiv. 

But soon^ indeed^ I stood aghasV 
And strove myself to hide ; 

But still the faster she pursued^ 
Aad would not be denied. 

Her meagre hand she clasp'd Us min^- 

As cold as Zembla's snow^ 
Said she^ << Do not offended be^^, 
^ ^ Together we must go.'^ 

I viewed her features^ coarse and harslif 

Her air uncouth and rude^ 
Said I would rather be excus'd^ 

Fray Madam don't intrude* 

^ Repulse me not^'' she sternly said^ 

^* Pm sent to be your guide, 
^^ And what together God has join'd^ 
. ^< Let no man e'er divide.'^ 

Prosperity I long had lovM, 

The maid was fdr to view, 
In flowery paths we long had stray'dl^ 

But now we bade adieu, 



ii 

Adversity a friend I found. 
And soon she seemM more fairi 

She proved a faithful guide, indeed^ 
The truth I must declare. ' 

She taught me many a lesson new^ 

Which I had yet to learn f 
My friends from foes she shew'd me hoif;. 

I plainly might discern. 

▲t length came Resignatitm fair, 

I knew her by her mein ; 
fiw eveii steps and placid air 

Announc'd she.was a queen. 

fier steadfast eye on Heav'n was plac'd^ 

An^ pointed out the way ; 
fSlie told of joys beyond the skies^ 

In the bright realms of day^ 

Ko longer then could I contend 

Against my adverse fate ; 
The rugged path of life she smooth'd^ 

And bade me calmly wait. 

*^ Your sufferings here will soon be o^cT;^ 

She said, and bid me rise 
Above the things of time and sense; 

To mansions in the skies. 






BwEET is the tosj blosli of mon^ 
And flweet the ev'ning clear^^ 

Bet sMiM^er atiU is. vjm^tMtjg 
And pity's gwfle tear* 



Bweet is tise^ft?ftgmit bxMili cf %ri«|;^ 

But sweeter far to ipe^ 
The pearly, drop thft gUttors i|i> 

The eye of ,8ji9pat|iy^ 



When grief sits heavy at the hearty 

. And pleasure seems to die^ 
The drooping spirits soon are cheer'd 
By heaven bom sympathy. 
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ON Tfi& DEATH 01^ 

MB. NATHANIBL P£NNO. 



^^ TRo* l(/fe i$ Imig which answefs I^^b 
great eni/^ 



^Ti» pft9t, 'tis o^ety the muoh lovM Fekkh^si 

gone 
To lliat blest world from whence there^g no 

return* 
Relentless deaths with most tyrannic sway^ 
Has swept a brilliant gem from earth away. 
No panegyric need the muse rehearse^ 
Nor need his name be e|il0gis'4 in verse. 
Tho' dead^ he lives in many a grateful heart. 
And tears speak inore than limguage can im- 
part, 
The tend'rest tics are severM by a stroke^ 
Connubial union cruel death has broke. 
And while the piM*ents mourn a darling son^ 
The lisping infants weep their parent gone. 
The poor, distressed, his hands did oft re- 
lieve, 
Great is their loss, and justly may they grieve. 
Integrity like his we seldom ftnd, 
Join^l to an active and capacious mind. 
Each moral virtue might he justly claim. 
And deeds of love immortaliafie his aame. 
D 



14( 

When deatb apprQach'd-r-*«ub«4s8ive and 

A well gpent Itfe with peace waa sweetly 
clos'd. 



When such a man ^oeg to the ^silent 'lomb^ 
No wonder nature feels a chilUyg gloom ; 
* No wonder sorrow swells each sinking hear^ 
And kindred spirita witK reluctance part. 



Sw:eet balmy hope^ ^its thiiie our |eaM io 

dry, 
^Tistfaou ca^'st point us to the, realms on. 

high. ^ . 

Oh! eome; and with 'thee bring bach sister 

gra^, 
Prepare our souls to meet him in that place, 
Where he is g^ne, -and now attest w^ trust. 
Although his body's mingled with the dust^ 
fiis spirit's flown to the al^des above, 
Tp dwell fore^v^r with the Gtop of lov«.. . 



,*¥ 



^ . 
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6tSi B&(foy&ItIKG FROM A DAKGtROUS ILLNESS. 



My GroD^ iny fftther^ and my friend^ 

By ev^ry title dear, 
Permit a feeble^ sinful worm^ 
« Bofoi^ thoe to ap|^.Mr; 



Bst where sliiili I Wigin thy praise ? 

Or how thy love declare? 
Which savM me for thy mercy sake^ 

groA^detft^ ani fell despfir.- 



Wlieli scorcVd with fever^s bnrnioff hea^. 

My frame with pain was rack^d^ 
And Satan with 1m fiery d«rUi^ 

Myinind^didAQtediatract ; : 



My lihivMng sotil stood trembling on 

Eternity's dread brinks 
And from the cold embrace of death* 

Most iiBadUly did dlrink. 



^*was thefl witl[ many fervent prayers^ 

1 did thy namo invoke, 
And thou in pity lent An ear, 

Kor gtft the fatal stioksi 

DS 



46 

At thy nlmlM flie fevw iti,. 

Am fled Om traipter tt90f ^ 
If y Saviour'^ merits now appear'd^ 

To my em raptmr ^d view. 



lake cloudfi llefoie i}ie momutg 
He drove my doubts, awigr; 

Amazing pity ! wond'rous love ! 
Of grace what a display*. 



And wm to lifb an A lieiAtli rettor'^ 
What tribnte shall I pay? 

What^acrifce dost ihon reqnfare 2 
My heavenly Father, say. 



A gralefol heavt dost thoa reqpure ? 

A grateful heart I give : 
Oh ! take and seal it for thy ow% 

Wliile here on earth I live. 



And may the remnant of my days 

Devoted be to thee, 
And may I sing thy praise^ O Lobb^ 

To aU eternit]^ 



if 



•M THft WITH Of *t^ msf ctdw^. 



• 



But ttme tliort moons Iiaye wax'd and waii'd> 

Since&aitlRm saw the li|jht; 
God placfdMiM liere^ and ndw 1je%as 

Reintv^d thee fmiti my sight. _ 



Bty dearest cbild^ to part witli thee^ 
Gives qa aeilfe^ pam; * ' 

But still I traii^ my AnrMn^ babejt 
l%at HM shatt meat a^s*^ 



Thi^ consolation calms my httuS^, 
And Jfv^ me* inward peace^ 

That thou hast found eternal res^ 
WltMe jc^a Mft never ceasA^ 



1» 



OK TBE DEATH OV ^KOTHBB INFANT^ WHI^B: 

DIED IMMEDIATELY ^JTEB 

ITS BIBTH. 



Ah! lovebr babe^ dh sommtmim^ 
'fhan uoD the gift reckiais j 

Mine is the loss^ the gwiD is^thiiie^ 
Thy bosom knew uo stains* 



• >• 



The Yital air thou just. ifO^A, 
And saw thy mother's face^ 

CUspM io her.brcMU^ wjBakBilafefsflMl^ 
Thou died in love's embrace. 



Adien^ my sweet and precious ehOd^ 

I eJLve thee back io GtoDf 
III deck thy grave with nosegay* wiUL 

And '' kiss my Fathir's n^^ 



m 

ON THE DE-lTH^O¥ AK^flEft CmU^~ 



Dearest^ lovely Harriet, must thou go, 
And leave thy motKer tbus o'erwhelm'd witk ^ 

woe ? 
Oh I stop thy mandate, cruel death, he mild^ 
Take notfrenrme my^^last, my oi^ chili. 

But, hasKmy ton^e ; my; i^ebel beisrt 6e ntA^ 
Know God ia Gon 1 l|#w pn^fvte to hUr 

will. 
Tho' she, alas, has found an early g^ve> 
He's only idken what hiis mercy gave/' 

Oftsitclir as ih^se, saidCB^ia^, iny kmgdcmi 

is, 
And sfaub will reign with hiin inTepdleai»JbHs«,v 
A lamb of Got> : Oh ! cheerii^ to my hear^ . 
Bo^i may I join thee^ ne'er a^dn to part. 

Begone, vain wwdd,. not tempt my hettt frMl 

. ©00; ' 

There is reservM* for siiints a blest abode^ t 
Where griSf shall cease, and ev'ry tear^ be 

And all be joy and peace beyond. t)ie sky. . 

Glide swiftly on, ye rolling orbs of lig|h%.. / 
^ Till i\4i Ucttt dky present to me the sight 
Of my dear babes, from sin and sorrow fref^ 
Wash'd jn his Hood n^ho died OA Calvary, 



WfiO BAB CKia>m;K BURIEB eOKfl«tTOtf» 



SitTto in (MiiTow^ eome with' ue^ 
To y<»d^ chvrch-yard drear^ 

#Hff loi^ ittiittte' gra^ei^ to »Wy 
Aad inlb Ihin witH « tcikr. 



We'll pluck the weeds from the green «a^ 

Tbe^rolBCiA stri»w arotind, 
And raise- oior skeanuBg eyes to GoD^ 

TJiCft catt'th^m ota Ihfe^ ground. 



Blmr Mitk graves^ air«rde by side^ 
Together we shall view, 

Bttt in God's mercy we'll confidey^r^ 
Attd bi^ iUettt all adiea. 



Their sotils in heaven we M&ft ta 

TogetHei?; there to live, 
Attd tiiste^ of pleasures farmorQ swee^ 

ThaA alight on earth can gtvei^ 






vf ELL my beart am tell thy ngiiisl^ 
Wdl, alu^ I feel thy woe; * 

Tou have lodt a lovely das^^itei^ 
I have lost an infant too. 



Ev^ry sigh that swells ifay hoMUt 
Ev'ry pmig that^ wrings thy heavl^ 

Ev^ gushing tear that tcindbles^ 
And each hitter piercing^ awyi|. 



I can feel with kiiHwAied smmWf 
And cpi truly sympathise ; 

But to mourn will n^ awl tts^ 
Let ns look beyond the skies^ 



There behold the smiling dhendls^ 
Dwelling with their G;0D on Uglh 

Singing glory, hallelujah^ 
T9 the blessed Trinity. 



ftS 



H&d jowt flatiglitfertSv'd^ dear Madioi^ 
Id this vale of tears below, . 

Swrow might liave 1[)eea her pbrti4»i| 
And the bitter cap of woe. 



Where she^s goixe, no grief can ^tei^ 
And no pain can hex molest, 

All is joy, and love,^ and pleastire,^ 
Peaoto and everliisting rest 



Had sIhi liv^d, Tioe might have i^nnd lie^ 
And lier ^otless soul have Btain'd,' 

Then, ah ! then, a loss hr greater 
Would Hxj iaching heart have pal^'C- 



Kow a child 1^ gmlt nnmllied^ 
Sweetly friadght with innoirace, 

Meets her Ghtm all piM and Uftmeiess^ 
Whoift she awor §pMr& ^^ffence. 



K 



<«N THB BIRTS OP MT. LAST CHII.S. 

HAii ! auspicious^ happy moment^ 

When my Mary gaw the light ; 
!&Iy foud heart beat high with rapture^ 

When «he bless'd my lonpng sight# 

To iny lN)SOiii^ long fbrsakeh, „ ^ 

The dear cherub blo«e I prcss^d^ ^ 
On her lips a kiss imprinted^ ' 

Then most sweetly sunk to resi^ ' ' 

Oh ! my God^ look down propiti0as, ^ 

6«iUe, upcHL my darting babe ; 
If it please tbee^ deign tobloss baiv ^ < 

A^d>N^pl:«^i#llS:WeJQsal^# ^ 

And thy name shall have th^ j^ory^. 

I'll devote her all to thee, 
Dedicate her to thy service,^ 

While her life is lent to me. 

(i^ye me wisdimi, Ldnn^ tottainher, 

In thy ftdmonitibn pure> 
Both by proee^ and example^ * 

Let me her youngs mind allure. 

Thoa alone can'st shield and guaid he% 
. Do Tonchsafe to ba h^r giij^. 
Uphold her by thy blessed spirit, 
JH^i^jat miy h» footsteps sl^e, 

la virtue's path forever keep her, 

Fill her soul with heav'nly lov^ 
Be a* wall of Are about her, 

TBI she joins iliy courts above. 



TOALABT, 

MM THE BEJkTH OF H£K 60K^ WTO OISII $T 



&£▲« 



Methinks I hear ihe a^ed parent wmni^ ' 
^ My son, my much lov.M son, alas ! is gone { 
" Beneath the briny deep his body lies :^* 
And see the tears stream from her a^ed eyes* 
With symjpathetic heart fain would I stirive 
To keep. the ntal spark of hope aliv^; 
With friendship's balm her wimadcNi heart 

would soothe, 
With gentle hand her wrinkled brow would 

smooth; 
Lead her from earth and point her to the 

skies, 
Where he is gene, to reap a glorious prize. 
His filial care, dear Madam, well was known, 
His brave and 6od4%d sfnrit ail most fown^ 
Joy of thy heart and s<dace of thy earns, 
And sole support of thy decMning yeaM. 
The loss seems great^ b«t OoD we know is 

just, 
And to his M^ereign pleasure bow we muster 
And tho' no more on earth he'll cheer thy 

heart, 
You soon will meet, we trust, no iaore'to part; 
Hit down together in the realms above. 
Where all is joy and peace and mutual love; 
And tune your harps with the angelic host. 
To Goe the Father^ Son, md Holy Ghoft. ^ 






KAtr^p mm^v^M9 ^tt thou in vMlms Ame, 
Ah I bleai indeed in iby ( rector's .)pve ; 
If ot beauty^ nor virtue^ alas ! could dave, 
3f nr Mudow firiNid« coukl keep tliee ftom 

Ike^re: 
A cnieLfpoilor oMnet with ifmak poww^ 
Aott li^dMib^ loblti^t m {fdr a flowec* 

What^ bligUed, did Isay? Oh! w: thy 

bk6m 
Indeed wwtnvwf and liTes beyMd the tmnb j. 
LigbHy transplanted to a better clime 
Lives ^m fair iowereti m realmii anblime ; 
In iowing lobes heh^ th' angriic sprite 
aNw AMea ateve iJbe atairy orbt of lights 
Gliding along, with a celestial grace^ 
^I'ien- sivift ide«cendin|^ with si^raphic £ice $ 
On frianda below ah* caata her sparkling 

eyes, 
Jffonr HMres^pniMlh^ thanr MomAi albo?? t}ic^ 



*;riua wti averj juvcalleprbdm tion, imdj>erhapft 
the Authoress g^ve too much latitude to a sportive 
im^liiatioii. 



TO A YOUNG LADY, 

Wi THE DEATH OY HEX 6I8TSB. 



AccEFT, dear girl, these weak, impeTfeict lay«, 
iPvom one who nev^r sought the meed of 

praise, 
Xor deem the muse offlcions, the' she dara^ 
Your recent loss %¥ith sympathy to share. 
Kor think a stranger rude to interfere, 
Wiih grief /so sacred, to your heart so nftar^ 
Tho' friendship sweet ne'er drew her silkea 

cord. 
Our souls, I hope, are sisters in the Lord, 
Allied by sorrow and by grace, I trust, 
Let us remember thai all iesh is dost; 
And like a flower it quickly fades away^ 
Is gone ^morrow, tbe^ Ib bloiwi to-dayi 
Ah t painful thaH|^t, was tli^re no Oilead 

High, 
No healing balm the bleeding wound to dry, 
No kind physician, willing to impart 
The soothing balsam to the festered heart? 
But tbattks io Ueai^n for on^ tet'a cfv^r nent, 
A Saviour, present Saviour, ever dear, 
Who has assur'd us sahrts will live above, - 
And meet toother in the reahnis of love. 
Let that assurance calm your troubled breast. 
Your sister's gone to an eternal rest, 
Has bid the storms of life a long adieu, 
AfAf |rst arrived in heaven, awaits for you. 



BEDEEMING LOVE, 



Oh ! come^ dear Jesus^ from abovC; 

And with grace inspire ue^ 
Send dowu tby spirit like a dove^ 

Help ma to admire tbee* 



Teach me to sing in plaintive strains^ 
How thou did'st bleed and die^ 

^11 to wash out poor sinners' stain^; * 
And ransooii each as L 



On Calvary methinks I spy 
Thy pierc'd and bleeding •side> 

Streaming for sinners such as I^ 
In a rich purple tide. 



The rery rocks apart were rent^ 

And can I silent be? 
No : let my Isitest breath be spent^ 

Jdy OoD^ ia praisiog thee. 



AODBESaEB TO THE AVTSORESIk 



Forgive tiM Muse^ yphoM Inimt^l^ sinuiif^ 
To thee hi moumftil verse compMins ; 
Forgive the Mmiey who faiia wouW Hie^ . 
Her bumble notes, to soiiiid 4iby praise« 
I know thee* — ^and have linger^?! itmSf 
O'er all the sweetness of thy song ; 
Ifcit say— does never fete deceive 
Thy hopes — and make thy bosom ^cyal 
Was never pain an inmate there^ 
To tell how cold ttie Mtiscs arc? 
How high Parnassus' giddy steeps- 
How many pilgrims there that weep? 
Oh say ! have not thy mind's rich powers 
Been waud'ringthrough the Muses' bowery. 
And taught to think that pain nor cafe 
Had ev^r place or being there ? 
Yes : this I know has been thy lot^ 
Full often felt — deny it notj 
For ev'ry child of verse has known^ 
That griefd like these have been their owm^ 
E'en Milton^ whose immortal kys 
Shall be when life and earth decays^ 
Did live to feel misforj^ne^s power^ 
In darkness on his gi*eatness lower }* 
And many who on^ record stand, 
The Poets of their native land^ 

• As we kn«w ircn, by their writings^ 



Steep in iMie lon%, imibeeded spot. 
Unwept, uimotic^d And forgoU 

But yet, wUle man is tlnis nnkind 
To those whose fortunes werethehr mind. 
Blest natnie still repays those powers. 
And strews their graven with early flowers } 
And theie the hirds resort to sing 
Their sweetest notes through all the springs 
And in the gales that rush along, 
Is heard a wild and gloomy song } 
And the sea green wayes in sadness roar| . 
For hards remembered here no more. 
Soon then awake asain thy Lyre, 
As often strike, and strike it higher; 
For Oh ! its strains delight my ear. 
Such as I long and love to hear ; 
And may you reap, for toils like these^ 
A world of joy, a kiting; peac6| 

E3 



da 



The geu'coos bard^ whose plaintive stniiur 

StiU vihnte om vagj ear. 
In soondB so sweety so long unlieard^ 

Excites a grateful teac» 



A sfraager^g ^caise demitfdd itty ttuinbl^ 

Full ri^t does li£ divine \ 
He> pictured Irell my woe-frau^t heirl^ 
' in ev^ry gloWidg line. 



The breath of ttfAt % tftvet sopght 

IncoQsiattt as th6 wind i 
Much less <' Parnassus* giddy steep/' 

J)o I expiect to llndf. 



To minds like yonrs I leave the tasl(, 

Atid may Apollo smile 
Propitious on your gentle Muse, 

And ev'ry care beguile. 



You ask ^^ does never hope deceive ?'^ 

Alas! I know it well: 
How rSi my hopes have blighted been, 

My sorrowing heart can tell. 



.81 

One thing Ams MMmtliA Imr 
And gives usT'^asting peace^ 

^Tis pure Religioh^ nndefil'd^ 
Whose joys can never cease* 



You'll find it so^ mj youthfol.ffiend^ 
She'll calm Ihe tronbled breast ; 

And tho' the storms of life may rise^ 
She'U sooth thy tnind to. res(«r 



'Tis that alone of fiteaven I cr&Ve^ 
While here on earth I stay^ 

And when I die^ an huiiible ston^ 
Inscrihef tor £* O.J. 



ON SAFPINESd; 



Ob f HappiBass^ <«li«i« frt^thM found i^ 

Gele8tial maiden, say ; 
Or art thou birt an empty smindf 

Ta lead vain man akray ? 



With rioiies mce I tboni^t thoa dwe)^ 

Ait there I WQ|^ in vain, 
Fot stiU an aching void was felt^ 

And care-consuming pain. 



With pTea«nre than ipst not reside^ 
Her votaries know fall well ; 

Nw on the mount of human prido^ 
Nor in the hmmPu cell. 



Bat in ReM^on's calm retread 
Metiiinks thy form I see^ 

Beclining on a modsy amt^ 
With sweet ierei^y« 



I onward press with beating ho«rt> 
And tiiwe theOoddeimmd; - 

And may we neveri nov^ part^ 
'Sa ^ant it Heaven kindl 



§iffmp W^^ti^* 



THE GRAYS. 

Thers^ n a cakn for ili«m.i!#io WMi^ 
A r«0t feM¥««r^ pilgrims foaad. 
They softly lie aod sweetly i^eep, 

Ii9W in &e groimd^^ 

The stoim that Tnrccka the wiater akj . ; 
Ko ifore distuvhs tiMiir deep repose^ 
Than 0tt||jner eveiii^'s latest sish, 

That shuts the rose* 

, « « - *- * » ■ 

Ilchigtolay thispaijii9lheA.d|t . 
And aching, heart heneath the soiV 
To slumber in that dreamless bed. 

From all my ioilt ; 

For misery stole^ ise at my Wi<*i, 
Aflfl cast me helpless on the 'wMy 
I perish !-^Ohf my mother earth! 

Take back thy ehil& 

On thy Amt ta|i ihi»e*)imM rnflitr'd 
fehdUl ^ntly moulder into thee; 
Nor leave one trretched; trace. J^iad^ 
Eesembling me* 



iLnA. !— A stnmge wand affm;bts nuM tn % 
My pako^my'WraiD faas wM — I rave x 
Ah f who art thou wbose voice I hear? 

^ The grave, fhat never spake before. 
Hath found at lengflb' a tongne to cbide ^ 
O ! fitten— I WiH speak no more : 

BesileDt, Pridai 

^ Art tbon a wretch, of hope forlor^ 
The victim ctf consuming care ? 
Is &y distracted conscience torn 

Bj ftll despdrf 

^ Do foul misdaeds of former times 
Wring with remorse thy guilty breast^ 
^nd ghosts of unforgiven crimes 

Murder thy restd 



^ LashM by the furies of the mind, 
From wrath and vengeance would'st ^io& 

flee? 
Ah! think not, hope not/ fool, to And 
A friend in me« 



^' By ail filra terrors of Hie tomb, 
Beyond the power of toi^e to tell Y 
By the (Irdad secrets of my womb ! 

By death and heUl 
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^ I ^Wtffi {h^e live I-— repnt ud f my^ 
In dust thine infamy; deplore ; 
There yet ie mercy ;— go thy way, 
And 8in no more. 

^AiSkthoaanioiiner? hast thou luiQm 
The joy of innocent delifilitf ? 
Xi^earii^g daya forever flown^ 

And tranqnil nights? 

^ Oh ! live, and deeply cherish sUll > 
The sweet remembrance of Uie past| 
JSelf on He^ven'a. imchanging will. 
For peace atJast» 



^^ Art thou a wandeier ? — ^haat thou t 
Overwhelming tempests drown thy bark«? 
A ihipwreck'd. sufferer hast thou been. 
Misfortune's mark? 



f^ Tho' long of winds and waves the sgiHr^ 
Condemn'd in wretchedness to roam, 
live f thou shalt reach a sheltering pori^ 
A quiet home ? 

^ To friendship did'sUhou tryst tl^.fame, 
Aad was thy friend a deadly foe, 
Who stole into thy breast to aim 
. . A surer blow ? 



^^9Jki^ ^fti npine not oVr his U^p 
A loss anwortl^ to.be told : 
Thott.hast JttUftaken sordid dimm 

^or friendship's gold. 

Of p^wer U^4etMst grifft to mIbi^ 
.▲nd BQfMk Um bosom^s deepest wemid 

With heavenly balau 

^* In woman bast^hou placed thy falJss, 
And did tlie fair one fttithless prove? 
Hath she ^trayM thee with a^ldss^ 

, And sold thy love? 

^^ Live ! — ^twas a false bev^^ildiering fire, 
Too often love's insidious dart 
Thrills the fond soul with sweet desire. 
But kills the heart. 

^* A nobler im^ «hail v«^»i ihy hi$iusj^i 
A brighter maiden's virtuous charms^ 
Blest shalt thou be^ supremely bles^ 
In beauty's arms. 



'^ Whatever thy lotr^whoe'er thou be^ 
Confess thy folly, kissi the rod, 
An^JA thy ohnstenlng sorrows see 
The hand of Gob. 



« A tiraised reed he will not break, 
Affliction aH bis cbildren feel ; 
He wounds them for his mercy sake^ 
He wonnds to heal 

^Hnmbled beneath his mighty hand^ 
Prostimte ins providence adore $ 
Tis done ! arise ! he bids thee standi 
To fall no more/^ 

K0W9 TrairelW^ in the vale of tears^ 
To realms of everlasting lights 
Through time's dark wilderness of year% 
Pomie thy flight 

There is m calm for those who weep, 
A rest for weary pilgrims found ; 
And while the mouldering ashes sleep, 
Low in the ground; 

The sou1% of origin divine, 
God's glorious image^ freed from clay, 
1a Heaven^s eteraaf sphere shall cAone, 
A star itf day» 

1. 
The sun is but a spark of fire, 
A transient meteor in the sky, 
Xbe soul, immwtal as its sire, 

Shall never die. 

MO^TGQIiWY, 



3d 
THE JOY of bmk% 



Sweet the hour of tribulation. 
When the heart- can freely sigh, 
And tlie tear of resignation 
Twinkles in the mournful eye« 

Have you felt a kind emotion 
Tremble thro' your troubled breast, 
Softas evehing.o'er the ocean, 
When she charms the waves to rest ? 

Ha^e yoq lo»t a Aiend, a brother ? 
Heard a father's parting breath? 
G^at^'d upon a lifeless mother, 
'fill she aeem'd to wake from death? 

Have you felt a spouse expiring, 
Jn your arms, before your view ? 
Watch'd the lovely soul retiring 
jf rom her eyii^ thak broke onf yout 

IH* not grSSf thto grow rotoantic^ 
Kaviog-oftrewiAMtber'd bliss? 
Bid you not, with fervour frantic^ 
)Ciss the Up9 that felt no kiss ? 

Yes ! hut when jda had resign'd Mr^ 
JLife and you weijB reconcil'd j 
A-Pna left-^she left behind her 
Ontf one dear;p ouQ only chil^^ 



«^.l>e|fim Ae green v^m$ P^^l& 
IS poor mother^s grave arrayed, 
ik ihat grave^ the infant sleeping 
On the mother'i^ lap was laid. 

Horror then your heart jcongealiiig^ 
ChilPd yoii: with intense despair ^ 
Can you recollect the feeling ? 
No : there was no feeling there f 

l^rom that gloomy trance of sorrow,- 
When you woke to pangs unknown^ 
How unwelcome was the morrow^ 
Ifi^or it rose on you alone ! 

Sank in self*consillBing anguish^ 
Can the poor heart always ache ? 
, Ko : tbe tlnrtar'd nerve will langniiaili'^ 
Ojr tke strings of life mast break. 

O^er tlite yielding farow of sadness. 
One faint smile of comfort stole ; 
One soft pang of sentlegUdnesi 
Ig^quisitely thrillM your soul. 

While tile imonds of woe are faMiing)* 
While the heart is aU reisiguM, 
^Tis the solemn feast ctf feeling^ 
^is tbe^ sabbath of the mind, 

Penshre memory then retraces 
Scenes of bliss forever fled, 
Lives in former times and places^ 
BokU commonion with the dead^ 



And wken ti^h projAe^ JdhmAnr 
Send the veil to morbil eyes^^ 
From their tombs the sainted aamimt 
Of our lost companions me. 

Ton hare seen a fiiend^ a brother^ 
Heard a dear dead father speak, 
proved the fondness of a mother, . 
Felt her tears upon your cheek ! 

Breams of lore your grief beguiling. 
You have clasped a consort's charms^ 
And received your infant smiling, 
From hb mother's^ sacred arms. 

Trembling, pale and agonizing, 
While you mourned the vision goi&e^ 
Bright the morning star arising. 
Opened Heav't from whence it sMonfr*. 

Thither all yoor wishes bending 
Rose in extacy sublime, 
Thither all your hopes ascending^ 
7fHimph^d over deatb^and time. 

TlTius afflicted, bruisM and brokon^ 
Have you known such sweet relief? 
Yes, my friends, and by this tok^n^^ 
You have felt the ^^ joy of grief.^' 



m 

WiIAK and irresolute is man. 

The purpose of to-day ; 
Woven with pains into his pla% 

To-mfflrrow tends away. . 

flPke bow well bent, and smart the s^n^ 

'Vice seems already slain; 
/But passion rudely snaps the string, 
And it revives agidn. 

Some foe to his npTigjht intent ^ 

^Finds out his weaker part ; 
ITirttte engages his assent, * 
But pleasure wins his hetitt^^ 

"^1% faeYeihe^l^ of the wise, 
Through all his art we view, 

And whife his tongue the charge deniei^ 
His conscience owns It true. 

'Sound on a voyage of awfal length/ 

And dangers little known, 
A «tranger to superior stren^h, 

Man vainly Itrusts his own. 

But oars alone can ne'er prevail, 
▼o reach the distant coast; 

'^Hie breath of Heaven must 0well the saiL 
Orallthetoilislost. 

OaWPBK,. 



isLioioir. 

SSS! 

FrQM the Search ani other Pbems^ , 

BY J. EDMESTOK^ JUN. 

Th^rb is a caki^ 13s» poor in Spirit kMir^ 
That softens sorrow^ and that sweetans woe f^ 
There is a peaoe^ that dwells within thehiMS^ 
When all' withoott bwitorBiy aad^distrest ; 
There is a lights that gilds the darkest hoar. 
When dangers thicken^ and when trooblea 

low^r : 
That calm to fiuth, and hope, and Iotb Is 

given—. 
That peace remains when all beside is riven—* 
That light shines down' to. man. direct fromi' 

heaven. 
Bbuoiok, wanderer, onlv can bestow. 
The all of happiness that's felt below j 
To the mistrustful eye no God is seen. 
No higher power appears to rule die scene |: 
Hence all is doubt, anxiety and fear. 
If danger tiireaten^ or if grief be near : 
While the believer every danger braves, ' 
Trusts his light bark, nor fears the threatening 

waves J, 
And, when the ten^st seems to ovelrwhela^ 
Faith views a.Providence direct the helm* 

They are not truly happiest, who seem 
The gay inhabitants of Measure's beam ;. 



Of^ il is frae^ upon ih^ anwortfiy fiead^ 
Blessing appear in^rieh luxoriance silmAf 
As tiliough some air-commandiiig voice liad^ 

cried — 
^ Here let prosperiij and joy abide ; 
Bjches await bim^honours wreathe hi» brow^ 
fortune and good to him obedient bow ; 
Plfeasore be ever, present here^ and pay « 
Thy smile nnvarioas and thy brightest raj). 
ILeave nothing yet to be desirM by hin^ 
Bnt tU his cap of gladnMa t# the bria.'^: 



fFHE VISIONS OF YOUTH: 



H!Fhe»e tTM-a time wlkm youth's fur mm^ 
Riaittg o'er cfaildhood's cloudless 6k j^: 
Its Mgbt career ivith joy begoui 
As if its.lijght couldnever die; 

B^yifte tbatJMgic:lajiip.of old^ . 
iEntombed with the illustrious dead^ 
Would last^ while passing ages rollect 
Unfelt^ unnoted^ as they ted. 

^ Then Hope her future path descried^ 
Gay with a thousand blooming flowerff^^ 
The world before her, all untried ! 
Seemed bright as Eden's diangeless bowersf; 

And all around' enchantment breathed, 
ISach tint was bright, each smile was true f 
To her no friendship e'er deceived, 
And time on wings of Zephyr flew« 

Then all was lovely, all serene! 
No cloud o'er that fair landscape passed f 
And life was but a morning dream, 
Gay, bright, and happy to the last ! 

• To the readers of Walter Scott, this " magic 
lamp will be familiar-— vide the scene of Melrose 
Abbey, at Michael Scott's tomb. 



These were the virions of my yoilfll^ " 
And^ like the mists of early 4ay^ 
They^ in the sober light of truth^ 
Faded and vanished all away. 

I fonnd that fife, too bright at llrst| 
Was not the Paradise I deemed ; 
I saw the landscape fade, reversed, 
And then a gloomy wa«te it seemed i 

Romantic hope, too highly wrought, 
Had slietched such scenes as cannot bej:. 
And then, enthusiastic thought 
Shrank from the cold reality. 

To toil tiffo' years of mentitl §lrif%. 
To see unceasing hardships rise. 
To know the thorny path oflifo^ 
But as a trial to the wfse; 

To see my day-dream» melt- away, 
When Truth her magic wand appliec^ 
And all my visions day by day, 
Towards fainter distance softly glide^. 

This WMs a trial, such as then 
I had not learn'd, alas ! to bear ; 
I sought the cherab Hope again, 
But she had vanished into air ! 

Then other and less beautteous shades^^. 
Usurped her dwelling in my breast i^ 
llomancey the genius of the gladesj^ 
Became my fair; fantastic guests 



Anil 4h6B I wfioed fiatitun^ ififify 
I loved ^the solitary sigh^^ 
The luxury of tears that flowj 
^In silence from *ft^ fo^ded gy^/ 

In solkiide^ un^w^^ ttiisef% 
My sorrow only was my Muset 
My votive wreaths no longer greefi 
. I jsteeped in sad Parnassian dewfi* 

The roses wreathed around my lyrjQ^ 

I scattered o^er the blasted plain ; 

"Bade them no more my song inspire}-^ ] 

Yet let the withered thorns remain. 

And o'er each sweet re^^onsive 8trin|^' 

The gjooipy cypress 1 entwined ; ^ \ 

That every outward scene might flfng; i 

Its mournful shadow o'er my mind* | 

That dveum of folly, too, is ^one ! 
I blush that once it was my crime 1 
And Reason^ sternly looking on, 
Condemns that utter waste of time 1^ 

Of time that cannot >be again^ 
Of talent that was never givra 
To fix in minds romantic pain^ 
©r prove ingratitude to Heavep. 

For what are we, that we repine \ 

At aught unerring Wisdom gives?' ^ 

Who murmur$ at the will JHvine, 
Bat mocks the ppiei^ies lie receive^f).- 



And Iliavc spuf lied the parent liaud^ 
Which smote and chastened to improve : 
Have murmured at the high command^ 
Which, strict ia justice, proved its love^ 

But shall I mourn my follies past, 
If they have taught me better things ? 
No — I have learnt that Time at last, 
Has nought so lovely as his wings ! 

They steals 'tis true, «ur gayest h(Hirs, 
And l^ear our bloom of health away ; 
>rot e\ening dews or summer showerf 
ISo noiseless or so brief as they, 

Butithen they teaeh us by their fli^i^ . 
To travel onwftrdi to th^ sky j 
7<^ reach that perfect pure delight 
Which crowns reHgious H(^ on htgh« 

And have I gained that blissful state, 
Which sees the present with delight, . 
And, with confiding hope elate, 
Beliei^es *^ whatever is, is right?'' 

Yes— now I know that tranquil bliss 
Which springs from a contented mind, 
T^at calm and fervent happiness 
The nilonary ne'er can Ind ! 

Humbly I look tg^ brighter scenei^ , 
And gladly hail that form benign, 
Of mercy, who with brightest beams 
Cheering all hearts, shall smile on minet 

•fljpnY, 18ir. O.H. 



HYMN. 



^o thee, my God, I hourly si^ 

But not for golden stores ; 
Nor covet I the brightest gems 

On the rich Eastern shores. 

Kor that deluding empty joy 

Men call a mighty name ; 
'SioT greatness in its gayest prid6| 

My restless thoughts inflame. 

Kor pleasure's Hctk^ enticing chamui 

IVly fond desires allure; 
For greater things than these from thee 
^ ily wiii^es would secure* 

Those blissful, thoM transporting snules. 
That brighten Heaven above, 

The boundless riches of thy grace^ 
And treasures of thy love. 

These are the mighty things I crave; 

O! make these blessings mii^ 
And I the glories of the world 

Ccmtentedly resign* 
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